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"Do you ever wish you lived somewhere where the leaves turned?" 

"What?" Mike raised an eyebrow at the abrupt change of subject. 

Billie patiently repeated his question, craning to look at Mike from where he lay with his head pillowed on his 
friend's stomach. "It's just, California doesn't really have seasons. The Bay Area's better than down near LA, 
but we still don't get all that colour and stuff. | was just wondering if it makes a difference, you know, to who 


you are." 


"Dude, go visit your in-laws if you want colour. They're practically in Canada," Mike chuckled. He took the joint 


from Billie's fingers, tapping away the overlong ash and shaking his head that the smaller man was so 
distracted by imaginary autumn leaves that he'd forgotten he had real, burning leaves in his hand. 


Visiting is not the same as living somewhere, Dirnt. | mean Adie still gets this look like us lying on your back 
deck here in late September is profoundly unnatural. Like we should be wearing parkas already or something, 
not T-shirts and shorts. She's been living here for over a decade, dude, but she still feels like it oughtta snow," 


Billie Joe explained, rather more exasperatedly. 


"It does snow, up by Lake Tahoe. Every year they close some of the passes up there because of winter 
weather." Mike didn't actually miss the point, but he enjoyed pushing Billie's buttons whenever possible, and the 
huffing sound he heard now made him grin. 


"Miiike-" 
"I know what you're saying, Bill, but I've never wanted to live anywhere but California," he finally conceded. Mike 
cocked his head, peering down at the blonde-tipped curls on his stomach. "Did you? | mean, you and Adie 


could've moved to Minnesota a long time ago if you were looking for seasons." 


"Well, yeah, but.” Billie trailed off, and suddenly Mike found a tattooed hand creeping into his, holding tight. "This 


is home." 


Mike smiled, squeezing back. He couldn't have agreed more. 


